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Disco 
Grabbing the rolled up magazine, he bopped the dog on the nose. "No! Bad dog!" 


Big, dark eyes stared up at him, a sad look on the puppy's face. If its black, triangle ears could flop over, they 
would have. Snapping his fingers, Taylor pointed to the large metal crate which sat in the corner of the kitchen 


"Bed! Now!" 


He watched as his dog slunk away, head down, and tail between its legs. It gave Taylor one long, last backward 


look before it climbed into the crate and curled up. 


Turning to the mess on the floor, Taylor sighed. That had been dinner. Now it was a mess of broken crockery 
and food. Rooting around under the sink, he dragged out the bin and began to carefully deposit the pieces of 
plate and the remains of his steak in to it. Next he found the brush and finished the job off with a cleaning 
fluid and cloth. Dumping everything back in its place, he grabbed the phone and dialled the Thai place he liked so 
much. The dog was getting nothing. 


Having a puppy had seemed like a good idea at the time. Everyone had told him he'd needed one, that it would 
give him the company he needed. So he'd got one. He'd just never expected it to be such a handful. 


Sitting on the couch, he flicked show after show after show. Yet nothing seemed to be catching his attention, 
his mind turning back to the dog in the crate. He really was a cutie. All black with the cutest little ears and 
those big, doleful eyes. Taylor had called him Disco. 


He knew he was right in punishing the puppy for dragging his food from the table. He knew it was attention 
seeking behaviour which wouldn't be entertained. But he still felt guilty. Sighing, he dumped the remote on the 
couch and got to his feet. 


Wandering back into the kitchen, he found Disco still curled up in the cage, head resting on his paws. When he 
heard Taylor, he lifted his head and glanced over his shoulder. Those eyes were filled with so much pain and 
sorrow. Feeling his own heart break, Taylor sat cross legged beside the cage and patted his knees. 


To call Disco a puppy was wrong. He wasn't small, not by a long shot. The fact that he also looked distinctly like 
Dave made it all the more fun It had been his lover's idea, a way to harness his fun and playful side. And it 


worked. 
Stroking his hands over his puppy's dark mane, he murmured, “I'm sorry. | shouldn't have hit you so hard" 


Happiness began to play through Disco's eyes and he gave a quiet whine before wriggling his butt. Smiling, 
Taylor leaned down and kissed his head. 


"How about we go out and play, huh?" His voice became lighter and filled with fun "Wanna go out in the 


garden?" 


The whines became louder, the human shaped puppy wriggling against him. Laughing, he pushed Disco away, got 
to his feet and raced for the garden. 


It had come up in conversation one night and, after spending a few hours with Google and the strange feeling 
that he'd enjoy it, Taylor had agreed. In one afternoon, he'd gone from Dave to Disco, a playful puppy friend for 


Taylor. And the drummer had found himself warming to the idea with every passing moment. 


The pet store had most of the things they needed; the crate and pillow, a large bowl and a black leather collar 
and leash. A tag, engraved with Disco and Taylor's cell number, dangled from the collar. A fancy dress store 
had turned up the furry black ears which jutted from the side of his head and the slender tail which hooked 
over the back of his pants. Finally, the local hardware store had come up with a pair of knee pads and mitts. 
Along the way, Taylor had picked up various bits and pieces, including toys which wouldn't damage Dave's teeth. 


The sun beat down on the garden and he shielded his eyes as he watched Disco search for the toys he'd 
hidden the day before. A moment later and the puppy returned, a rubber bone trapped in his mouth. Dropping 


it at Taylor's feet, he sat on his haunches and waited, head cocked and face filled with an eager anticipation 
Grinning, Taylor picked it up, wiped it on his jeans and dangled it before the dark eyes. 


"This what you want?" he teased. "Want your bone?" 
A volley of excited barks and whines filled the air, Disco bouncing on his paws. Taylor couldn't help but laugh. 
"Want it?" He waved the purple toy around. "Want you nice, juicy bone?!" 


He could barely contain himself, his stomach aching as he laughed. The laughter was more at the things he 
was saying than the excited yelping and bouncing of his puppy. If Disco wanted a bone then he might just get 


one... 


Before he could dissolve into more fits of laughter, Taylor through the bore. It flew through the air before 


bouncing across the grass, an excited puppy bounding after it. 


It had taken him a while to get used to having Disco around. The first day they'd done nothing but stare at 

one another, his lover's nose constantly pushing at his hand and seeking attention. Slowly, over the course of a 
week or two, it had sunk in and Taylor was able to differentiate between Dave and Disco. Now he no longer saw 
a man on all fours wearing a tail and ears. He saw a large, playful puppy who wanted attention and love. And it 


was something Dave had desperately wanted, another way to express himself. 


The puppy ambled back up to him, butt wiggling, and dropped the bone back at Taylor's feet. A high pitched 
yelp told the drummer that Disco wanted another round. Grinning, he grabbed the toy and threw it as hard as 
he could The rubber bone sailed through the air before hitting the ground, bouncing over and over until it 
came to rest at the base of a tree. With an excited bark, Disco was gone, following his toy. To see him made 
Taylor happy. It meant so much to his lover to be able to play such games. To know that it delighted Dave 
made him happy. 


Back and forth they went for a few more moments. The worry was starting to gnaw at his stomach. Dave had 
been on his hands and knees for most of the day, meaning that his joints, and the parts of his body which 
weren't used to such exertion were probably beginning to ache. He knew that Dave wouldn't stop, would keep 


going all day long. But it still wasn't fair on him. 


When the dog returned the bone to him, Taylor smiled and crouched down His fingers worked across Disco's 
head, giving him head rubs and scratches. In return, the dog tucked his head beneath Taylor's chin and wriggled 


happily. 
"Good boy! You're such a good boy!" 
Disco yelped. 


"Yeah, you are! You like playing, huh?" 


Another yelp and Taylor grinned, working his hands down the puppy's neck. 
"How ‘bout we go in? Have something to eat? Dinner?" 
Disco pulled away and bounced on his haunches, barking and whining. He wriggled himself to the floor, eyes on 


Taylor and butt in the air. Laughing, the drummer got to his feet and ran for the house. Behind him, he heard 
an excited bark and the sound of his puppy following him. 


Dinner had been eaten in front of the TV, the rest of the steak disappearing in minutes. Disco had insisted on 
chasing his around the bowl before finally settling down. Now the puppy lay on the couch, his head in Taylor's 
lap. Gently he stroked the dark hair, fingers working behind ears, along Disco's jaw and into the back of his 
neck. And all the while, the dog lay still, basking in the love and attention he was receiving. The love and 
attention bestowed on to him by his best friend. 


Lying in bed, Taylor flicked through the book he was reading. In the background, he could hear the shower 
running in the en suite, Dave cleaning up after a day of play. Taylor felt sated and at peace. It had been a day 
well spent, a rare day of relaxation. The didn't seem to get days off very often and Taylor always enjoyed 
them, especially now he had a new playmate and companion. 

The shower shut off and, a few minutes later, he heard the soft padding of bare feet against the carpet. The 
covers were lifted and a weight slid into the bed behind him. An arm snaked around his waist, calloused fingers 
dusting over his stomach. 

Closing the book, Taylor grinned over his shoulder. "Hey. Feel better?" 

He got a grin in response. "Yep." 

"Good day?" 

"Fuckin amazing." 

He chuckled when Dave wriggled closer, his erection pressing into the back of Taylor's thigh. 


"Got something for me?" the drummer asked with a smirk. 


Dave pressed himself closer. "Yeah. The biggest, juiciest bone you've ever seen 


Laughing, Taylor reached behind himself, wound a hand into his lover's dark hair, and pulled the other man in 
for a kiss. A boyfriend and a dog? He really was the happiest man alive. 


